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Il Get Even 


Author's Notes: 
| don't know what this is. | had no Internet and wrote smut in a weird perspective | hadn't written in before. Eh. 


I'm laying in a heap, passed out cold on the freezing tiles of my bathroom. Syringes and vials line the shelves 
and the house smells like shit. 


Groggily, | open my eyes slowly, one at a time as | try to regain any composure | have left. l'm in pain, and the 


track marks up my arms are throbbing and burning. 


But looking down, | notice something -- I'm horny. Huh. Seems heroin and a cocaine speedball really DO have 
weird side effects. 


| go to stick a hand down my pants and relieve myself of this problem. 


| hear the door opening. 


A voice calling out for me. 

Fuck. Off. 

After a while, | stop hearing their voice and | go back to masturbating. 
Fuck yeah. 

eR 


I've recovered from the heroin and coke high, had a wank, and resumed my being passed out, only to wake up 


a while later and stumble into the lounge room. 
Why is James Hetfield here? 

He fucking hates my guts. 

| hate his guts. 

But | don't really. 


He says ‘hi, and | frown, scrunching up my face in thought before | trip over my own feet, the singer stepping 
up to help me before | hurt myself. 


We sit and start talking for while. 

Huh. 

He's surprisingly docile. 

EK 

We've been talking for a while, when James says, ‘| heard you jerking off: 
| stop in my tracks. 

‘What?! 

‘| heard you jerking off. Masturbating. Beating your mea--' 


‘| know: | cut in. | proceed to ask him why he was listening and he shrugs. l'm completely oblivious in my 
current state to the crimson blush that makes its way onto the blond's face. 


‘Because you were moaning my name: 


He mumbles, and a small gasps leaves my throat as | stare at him. 

Oh. 

EK 

James and | sit beside eachother awkwardly, unsure of what to say to one another. 


It was then the frontman lunged himself at me, lips attacking mine furiously and in my horny state | bite his 
neck, pretty hard too. 


A yelp followed by a long moan leaves James and | swear I've just heard what Heaven sounds like. 


Our hands roam eachother's bodies, tangling in both orange and blond hair and | feel James’ hands under my 


waistband as his tongue explores my mouth 

hate you! He breathes and | chuckle darkly. 

know you do: | purr, shuddering as | feel his hands clasped around my dick 
Fuck 


eR 


I'm skull fucking him, his lips perfectly shaped as my dick pumps into him over and over again, hands firmly on 
his head as | force him to take all of me, which is a big ask. 


Tall guys tend to have pretty large dicks. 

And we're both pretty fucking tall 

I've heard a few stories of James skull fucking chicks, and people have told me that while it IS pretty hot, it 
can prove to be unpleasant eventually. Having a cock rammed down your throat hard and fast doesn't seem 
that fun | guess, and of course, James is tall and most girls are pretty small so you gotta think how they and 


their pretty lil mouths are feeling. 


‘Have a taste of your own medicine.. Or rather, my medicine.’ | snarl as | pull at his hair, and | see James’ eyes 


water. My own roll back into my head as | lick my lips, hips bucking and thrusting into his mouth. 
| see James go to pleasure himself. 


‘No. You fucking wait: | hiss, thrusting into his mouth as hard as | can. 


He has a show to perform soon and | want to wreck him. 
His gags and strangled noises prove music to my ears. 


| shoot my load into his mouth, my tight and painful grip on his blond hair becoming even tighter as | watch 
the man splutter on my cum, and smirk as he swallows it, save for a few bits that dribble off his lip. 


| wipe it off with my thumb and stick it in his mouth, feeling his wet tongue tentatively lick it off. My hand 


lingers there a while before | pull away. 


| pin him down. He may look bigger than me but | still have two inches of height on him, AND I'm currently 


trained in martial arts. 
| can hold him there fine as | lower my lips onto his cock, and he can't move one bit as | do so and | savour it. 


| take him all, his moans and gasps as | do so turning me on even more. He slams his fists onto the ground as | 


pleasure him with my tongue. 

James is muttering incoherently, an arm shielding his eyes as he moans over and over. 

Yes. 

Good. 

‘You shouldn't have fired me James.. 

Imagine the possibilities. We could've ruled the fuckin’ world.‘ | growl, and | grin as his hips roll, going back to 
eagerly taking his cock in my mouth, before feeling his body lurch, and he cums, his seed filling me up. 

My body is aching from the aftermath of the drugs and other toxins I've pumped into my body. 

| don't care. 

Swallowing every last drop of his cum, | look at him with a disgusted expression 

‘You whore’ | hiss, before sauntering off and leaving him high and dry, panting and moaning in my living room. 


eR 


We meet up again, more talking. More sex. | reach for a bottle of lube, my fingers playing and teasing his hole 
as | prepare him for my length. It's the first time we've done this. 


He's scared, but it melts away with his moans. 


My tip prods at his entrance, and he's begging me to fuck him. 
Kind of funny, coming from James Hetfield, but oh well 
| enter him slowly, and his fingers grip onto whatever he can find as he seethes in pain. 


In complete silence, | wait for him to get used to my size, before | start thrusting slowly, my hips rocking 
backwards and forwards as my barrel built body flexes with every tension on my muscles. 


My hands dig into his ass | fuck James slowly, grunts and snarls leaving my throat in an almost animalistic 


way as his moans of pleasure fill the air. 


| go harder - faster, and suddenly he's screaming my name and fuck does it sound good. Kirk, Lars and Jason 
can probably hear, but | don't care. 


No. 

| WANT them to hear. 

Hear what a fucking pussy their frontman is. 
Yes. 


| lean forward to attack his neck as | ram him against the wall we're fucking against, my tongue running up and 


down his tanned flesh as | do so, a had reaching around to grab and pull at his cock. 
Fuck, now he's really screamin’. 


He's my plaything and he knows it now, as my thumb smooths over the tip of his length, pumping him from 


base to head as | slam into him again and again. 


| reach my climax with one final thrust and James arches his back and pleasure, releasing his own and it spills 


over my hand. 

| don't care. 

| look at James and he looks at me, heavy as exhausted. 

My aggressive snarl softens, and | slam my lips onto his, tasting every inch of James' mouth. 


A few moans escape him as he breathes them into my mouth and when we break apart, a string of saliva 


connects us. 


| think I'm going to like this arrangement. 


